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To the Right Honourable 
Sir JOHN SOMMERS, Kt. 


Lord Keeper of the Great Seal of 
ENGLAND, and one of His 
Majeſties Moſt Honourable Pri- 
vy Council. 


Mongft the pions acknowledgements, which hawe been 
lately paid to the Memory of our late Oucen, This 
comes, tho leſs deſerving, to crave your Lordſbips 
Patronage. The true concern of its Author, will, I 

hope, in ſome ſort excuſe the errors of the Poem. 'Tis 

Paſtoral, my Lord : A kind of Verſe, usd amongſt Shepherds 

in old time, that admits of nothing affe&ed, or diſagreeing to the 

pureſt Innocence, ſuch as was practiſed inthe Golden Age. I pre- 
ſume not hereby to inform your Lordſhip of the Nature of Paſtorals, 
but to wvindicate that Verſe from the ill opinions of ſome, who,  me- 
thinks, by diſapproving of it, muſt be no Friends to Virtue and In- 
nocence. But leaſt I prove troubleſome to your Lordſhip, whoſe 

Hours are of infinite Value and Importance, I bumbly begg your 

Lordſbips acceptance of this Eſſay, and the Honour to ſubſcribe 


my ſelf, 


My Lord, 


Your Lordſhips moſt Humble, 


and moſt devotcd Seryant 


PASTORAL: 


Lamenting the Death of the Late 
QUEEN. 


Damon. Melampus. 


Mel. OME hither, Damon : I have one demand 
To make, which well deſerves a Faithul hand. 
I know thee grateful, and of tender- mind, 

Ready to pleaſe, and moulded to be kind. 

You well recall how at Adoiis Feaſt, 

Amongſt the tuneful Swains, at your requeſt, 

At your requeſt, tho' much unskill'd in Lays, 

1 play'd upon my Pipe, and ſung my Damor's praiſe. 

Shepherd, I piped, and ſung with all my Might, 

Becauſe 'twas pleaſing in my Shepherds ſight. 

Now all I ask is, Grant me one ſoft hour, 

Soft as Aglae's Arms, in yonder Bower : 

An unfrequented place, ſecure of ſhade, 

Fertile in wilds, for Grief moſt fitly made. 

There with Harmonious Reed, and tunetul breath, 

Thou ſhalt begin a Song of great Sylwana's Death, 


Dam. Oh! I am moſt unfit for ſuch a task, 
Not able to perform the Boon you ask. x 
For ſo exalted doth the Theme appear, 
That it exceeds a lowly Shepherds Sphear. 
Beſides, ſhould I retire with thee and fing, 
My Flocks would ſtray to the forbidden Spring; 
Believe me, *tisan ugly Water-place, 
Muddy, unwholeſom, round it noxious graſs, 

B Such 


(6) 
Such faults all thereabouts are lately ſeen, 
That now my Sheep graze always on the Green. 
Yet to oblige the Swain, my gentle Friend, 
For ſure I love the well : Il ſtrive to bend 
My Art-leſs Voice, and tune my mournful Read, 
Pipe aſad ſtrain, for Oh Syl[vanas Dead. 


Mel. 1 know, kind Shepherd, that the SubjeQs great, 
A loity Theme, deſerving utmoſt State. 
Couldſt thou like Orpbexs move inanimates, 
Or play at fam'd Arion's wondrous rate ; 
Wer' thou the Favorite of all the Nine, 
The firft in Song of all the tunetul line : 
If fuch thou wert in voice, and ſuch in Lays, 
Yet wouldit thou not {uffice toſhew Sylvand's praiſe. 
But come, my Swain, what tho' thou art not made 
To ſing great, lofty ſtrains, in Roman ſhade 3; 
A Shepherd's humble Verſe is full as well, 
To ſhew a true concern, and tender zeal. 
As to thy Flocks, TIl view them all the while, 
( And ſure my eyes are good, ) leaſt any ſpoil 
Be made, or they run roving to the Spring 3 


Now let us fit, and ſweetly, Damon, ſing. 


Dam. Mourn Britifh woods , let every Swain deplore, 
Lament cach Nymph: Sylvana in no more. 
O mourniul time ! O great and dilmal crols ! 
Such as the Woods n're faw before this Iols. 
Where have we been Melampus ? how employ'd ? 
Wrapt up in joys, with various pleaſures cloyd ? 
It muſt be fo: 1o calm was our Eſtare, 
Minds {o united, and fo fix'd our Seat. 
We were fo happy, but alas! the time 
Is grown more diſmal, and more fad the clime. 

O mourntul State ! the Woods all chang'd appear, 
The Trecs all wither'd, and the Streams not clear. 
Moura Britiſh woods ; let every Swain deplore, 

Lameit each Nymph : Sylnana is no more. 


Was cver Land fo fortunately bleſt ? 
Were ever ſhady Groves ſo well poſleft 
Ot Lords? a pair without example ſeen, 


The happicſt, lovingſt Shepherds of the Green. 
He 
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He. the Great Swain, unmatchd in vertue, Love, 


Greatneſs, and all things gle that Heroes move. 
Great in himſelf, but Greater in the Pride 

He took in his all-ſhining lovely Bride. 

A Shepherdels {o exquiti tely Fair, 

So Wile, ſo Good, in every thing lo rare; 

Thar all PerfeRions ſcemd to center there. 

So kind ſhe was, ſo juſt, ſo fit to ſway, 

She knew both how to Govern, and Obey. 
When Great affairs calld the Great Swainabroad, 
Sylvana, to tranfaft at home employ'd, 

With ſo much Prudence manag'd all Afﬀairs, 
That ſhe reviv'd our hopes, and baniſh'd all our fears: 
Each Thing, each State ſo gracefully became, 
VWhate're the undertook immortaliz'd her Name. 

Mourn, Britiſh woods, let every Swain deplore. 
Lament each Nymph: Sylvana is no more. 


O Diretul loſs ! O moſt untimely Fate ! 
Ye wretched Nymphs,mourn your unhappy State! 
Where's the ſupport of all your Glories fled ? 
Mourn all your Ornament "_— Dead. 
Where are ye now, ye Woods ? and where, ye Groves 2 
How fare your Turtles, and how greet your Loves? 
Who ſhall adorn your Arbours, trim your Boughs 
Who crops your Trees, and who your Grals-beds mows ? 
Where are ye now, ye Rivers ? where ye Springs? 
And ye, ialle Rocks? and where it's Echo {ings ? 
Delerted all, all the fad loſs bemoan, 
So Univerſal is the ſorrow grown. 

Mourn, Britiſh woods ; let every Swain deplore; 

Lament each Nymph : Sylvana is no more. 


Look where Apollo ſtands, the Þ Nomian God, # 4pll wa alled 


Giving hisan{wers by a filent Nod: Crum, bc od 
No more Admetus flocks the Shepherd feeds, yy ns 


No more T Amphryſus hears his Oaten reeds: 4 «giver oeney. 


jay, upon whoſe 


Sce Pales too, how grief has chang her, face, 7 CRT 
No longer {een that wonted, lively grace; eg 


Which made the Shepherds in a jovial ring, 
Dance to her Praiſe, and to her Honour ting. 


No 


(8) : 
Bacchus himſelf with all his jolly throng 
Contemns his Plays , and ſadly walks along. 
No more they trip it on the {oftned ground, 
Nor more doth the two-handled Bowl go round. 
But all intent upon a ſolemn  griet, 
The common care, purſue no vain rchiet. 


Bchold great Pan, fee, ſee the flowing tide 
Of Tears, with Daphnis piping by his fide. 
What is't he plays, or to what tunes his breath ? 
He plays, hard Fate ! he ſings Sylvana's Death. 
Let Hills and Dales expreſs their Panick fears, 
Lament ye Rocks, and ſoften into Tears. 


Farewell ye Gentle Streams of Thamiſes, 
Sylvana will no more your Waters Grace : 
How have I ſeen upon a Summers day, . 
When Phebus did extend a glorious Ray, 
A Fleet of well-built Boats, a goodly ſight, Lo 
Attend the lov'd Sylvana's Barge, nor partedtill the night. 
Weep all ye River Gods, bewail this loſs, 
Ye ſilver Streams bemoan this fatal croſs. 


Farewell ye Sheep, ye skipping Goats adieu, 
Sylvaua walks no more in Fields with you. 
Farewell ye little Kids, and tender Lambs, 

A long farewell to Steers and butting Rams, 


Stop, ye melodious Brids, your tuneful Throats, 
Alas! no more delight your warbling notes. 
Sylwvana, that rezoyced to hear your Charms, 

O wretched Fate! is feiz'd by Death's cold Arms. 


But let ſad Philomel her Songs rehearſe, 
She varies not from; her complaining courſe. 
Sing, mourntul Bird, thy freedom juſtly take, 
The Burden of thy Song Sylvana make. 
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Ye Pitying Swans, a timely offering bring, 


And to the Great Syivana's Praiſe your dying Accents Sing. 


Strew Leaves, ye Shepherds, on the Deſart Gound, 
Sylvana Wills it : Let no Spring be found 
Unſhaded, then in {ad Proceflion move, 

And ſhew the Sheperdets your lateſt Love: 
Then raiſe a Tomb, of coſtly make, retin'd, 
Of Whiteſt Marble, ſuited to her Mind. 
Which dune, a round it all her Name rehearſe, 
And fix thercon a Monumental Verle. 


© Here lies S; lvane, hear it every Wand, 

© The Greateſt, Faiteſt, beſt of Womankind. 

© Unequall'd in her Virtue, Wiſdom, Love, 

© In Goodneſs neareſt to the Gods above. 

« Snatcht by Grim Death in her ſecureſt State ; 

< All Nature grieves at ber untimely Fate : 

© Grieves, that ſo good alife ſhould have ſoſhort a date; 
Mourn, Britiſh Woods ; let every Swain deplore, 
Lament each Mymph : Sylvana is no more. 


Inexorable Death! Thou Bane to Joys! 
Who, undiſtinguiſhing, the World annoys. 
Could'ſt thou nor find amongſt the meaner ſort 
An Obje&, fitter for thy fatal Dart ? 

Muſt our Britannia's glory thus be gone ? 

Did poor Sylvana ever do thee wrong ? 

Oh no! She knew not wrong, ſhe was all good, 
The {weeteſt, kindeſt Nymph of all the Wood. 
Thou pitylels Deſtroyer of the Fair, 

When all ſeems calm thou till art making War. 
What could provoke thee to commit this FaG ? 
Believe me, 'twas a bold, and daring AQ, 

To ſeize the Shepherdeſs, void of all fear, 


When rhe Great Shepherd/ſRood himſelf fo near. 


Behold that Shepherd now, whom laſt we Nam'd: 
Lord of this Iſland, much far Hunting fanvd. 
The Lupine-Chale beyond the reſt he loves, 
Eager of (port, each Year to Gallia roves. : 


, 
; 


C There 


( 10 ) 

There Lives a Mighty V Volt, of ſwitteſt pace. 
Commanding all the V Voods about the place : 
Unlimited, andready to Devour, 

His Cruelty as boundlels,as his Power. | 

Thither with earneſt ſteps our Swain repairs, 

To eaſe the Countrey ot its raging fears. 
Reſolvd ro tame the Monſter fierce, and wild, 
Or not to leave him, til] he proves more mild. 
Oft has he made him imart, and oft repell'd 

His Grateſt force, and oft his Rage has quell'd. 


Sce where he lies now, proſtrate on the Greund. 
No Comfort for the Shepherd can be found. 
He who n'ere knew how to Lament, or Yield, 
Unconquerd in the Chaſe, and in the Field : 
Look how he Weeps, Expanding both his Arms, 
No more to taſt the Lov'd Sylvana's Charms. 
S;lvane is the only word he ſpeaks, 
Sylvana 18 the only ſound he likes. 
Name Buſineſs to him, Name Afﬀairs of State, 
His Anſwer ſtill deplores Syiwang's Fate. 
Such Magick in Syl»vana's Name appears, 
That tho it heightens Grief, 'tis Muſick to his Ears. 
Mourn, Britiſh Woods ; let every Swain deplore, 
Lament each Mymph : Sylvana is no more 


Shee's gone, »tis true, without Redemption fled, 
But reſts not properly among the Dead. 
Her Soul Immortal, as her Fame on Earth, 
Has mounted Heaven, and gaind a ſecond Birth. 
The Good ſhall always live, The aGtions of the Juſt 
Shall ever Bud, and Bloflom in the Duſt. 


Her ſtop, my Muſe : Now, Shepherd, let us haſt, 
My Flocks by this time want their Noons Repaſt. 
But firſt Melampys, mind me what I ſay, 

I ſhall expect your Mule another Day. 
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